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8. The White 


3. m to Dorotiy of Datchet. 
4. Characters of Men and Manners, 
* The Sportive Lambs. 
ohm Hooper, Citizen dos: 
inder of Londen to 
Chris. 

7. An Account of a Booby of 


"Quality lately exported Abroad 


on his Travels. 

( Foke, the. Muſic 
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Ach CG-A.-—2d of Little H-ll-nd Houſe, 
eur Kenſington, fo a Great Man at 
Treat Chelſea, Jaw Prot: 8 


Friend. 1 


| [HOU may it be affur, we regard not 
| 1 ings of the Man of Cruft, nor the 
EE 5 he caſteth upon thee for the 
1 thou haſt made with Foreign Na- 
e for 'behofd, his Heart is ſet on unrighteous 
e "his NMbuth ſpeaketh Vanity; he bath 
. 'd his Thie like a Serpent ard Adders Poi- 
fon is under his Lip? yea, he taketh delight in ſcof- 
er fing ind uncovering. the nakedneſs of his own Land, 
e wherdfore heed we him not. | 
* WE know thou kart ninyEncmies hs: evil- 
ec hearted'tmrothee, becauſe they bear not Office under 
dür Lord the King, and have no Authority over his 
« People. Wherefore are the publick Revilings againſt 
c thee many, inſomuch, that Multitudes of the ſcum of 
w the People are fed thereby, ſo art thou the means of 


P * — 
4 


© Corffort to thoſe that hunger. 


0 AN-B-LL A, a Daughter of the Houſe uf — 


4 x time with me and I was greatly.. ho. 
dwelled long R 7 | 


4 


2 


„% vs 


(2) 
ec noured of her: O! how my Soul hath rejoyced at 
& the Deeds of Valour done for the People of this Land 
« by Jobn her Brother! yet did they ungraciouſly ſay 
cc of him, be was dne that delighted in War; and now 
* behold, they ſay of thee, Thou delighteſt in Peace: 
e Thus are their Mouths always filled with murmur- 
cc 
* Hy Kindneſs to thy Relations, thy Gratitude to 
ce thy Friends, and Care of thy Servants, have drawn upon 
« thine Head great Iridignation and-Clamours from the 
< rude Multitude, than which nothing is more juſt and 
cc reaſonable ſo to do; for whom ſhall a Man prefer to 
ce his Relations? Shall he not reward his Friends and 
ce provide for his faithful Servants ? All that were before 
cc thee in high Station did the like, or at leaft ought to 
& have done it; for Foſ-ph Ad-ſ-n, a Man of much 
« Wiſdom, who was my Landlord and Neighbaur, held 
cc jt meet and fitting to be done, as it is written in his 
« Book of humane Learning, call'd the Specrator. 
« Ir thouhaſt been craftily dealt with by any abroad, 
ce why calleſt thou not forth the King's Men of Might 
cc and the Men of Valour to chaſten them; for altho 
«ye be a People of Peace, and will not that the Blood 
c of Men be ſpilled, yet it grieveth us ſorely to behold 
cc the Tauntings of thoſe who lurk privily and lie in wait 
cc for the Milk and Honey of the Land. Thou knoweſt 
cc well, that the Children of Exgland love battling, and 
cc rather than be idle, will fight with one another; of 
cc which mine Eyes have beheld many examples. 
« THovV muſt have read of him who protected the 
« Realm before thee was't Born, and albeit he did many 
cc unrighteous Acts, and was ſurrounded with divers 
« great Evils, yet his Warlike Spirit made the Nations 
abroad to tremble. The wicked Mazerine, though 
Th 
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(3) 


« haughty and ſubtle Counſellor, having deign'd to 


ce withhold from him the mighty Tower of Duxkirk, 
ec after it had been wreſted from the People of Spain 


ce by the joint Navies and Hoſts of England and France, 
© and was by ſolemn Leagues to be given unto us; 
« the Protector in exceeding great wrath wrote to. 


* him thus: 
Thou Traitor, Mazarine, 


ſent with full Powers to receive it; by the Eternal God 


I will come and tear thee from thy Maſter's Boſom and 
hang thee at the Gates of Paris. O. Cromwell. 


4 War effect this 12 Epiſtle had on the 
« Heart of the ſtubborn Prieſt, I need not tell thee, 
« it being well known unto the People of this Land. 
« I have heard, that at the place call'd Lincoln -Inn, 
cc where the Lawyers meet to counſel the People, this 


* Writing is recorded, and is there to be ſeen of Men; 


& even unto this Day. 

& WHEREFORE at this Time ſtand ye not up as one 
c Man againſt the common Enemy, forbear ſmiting 
cc one another with the edge of the Pen, diſcharge the 
« Workers of Iniquity on both ſides; Hirelings, who for 
e gain to-day cry Hoſannab, and to-morrow Cracify, 
« Let Henry remember the grace that hath been ſhewn 
cc unto him, let him not take delight in mocking at the 
cc misfortunes of the Land, but cleave unto his Wife and 
« put away his Concubines, and if he can, fear God 
« and honour the King. Even my Soul longeth to ſee 
« William the Haugbty, and Wilkam of the Weſt, and 
ce thy Friend Little William, united together in the bands 


te of Peace. Moreover, my Heart wiſheth that Philip 
B 2 ce the 


F* thou refuſeſt to deliver Dunkirk into the Hands of 
» my Friend and Counſellor, whom I have. 


„ 


(4) 
ec the Wanderer, if his Heart be turned, and he for» 
«- roweth for his Iniquities, he may return home to his 


«. own Land in Peace, for the ſake of his Forefathers, - 


c Let Nicholas P—x—n and Nicholas Am—hb—ſt love 
« each other, and lay alide their Prejudices, and let there 


« be no more vain. bablings; for behald when thaſe- 
cc things come to paſs, will the Land flouriſh, the Hands 


« of the King will be ſtrengthened, and his People be 
cc able to avenge the Wrongs' of the Enemy. Even tho 
ce my ſelf be ſtricken in Years, I will then array — 
ce oo forth W | 


From *. L - of au one 4 ede, called | 
Li - Ho 6, ut . 
the fide of the Road as — 1 Thy troubled Fr iend, 
= the Palace of our Lord the 2 


| 75 at * the I Day 


The WIN DSOR Ballad. 
Tune, come follow, follow me, ye Fairy Elves. 


HEN London's moves Town, 
ls almoſt left alone: 
And Beaus and Belles retreat, 
From Duns and empty Streets; ä 
The founder d Hack and ruſty Chaiſe, 
Runs to fair Windſor there to gate. 
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2. 
OR Hounſlow-Heath a 
If no C- tier bids us ſtay; 
We ſoon the Hill on 


3 fiercely in the Face. | 


4. 
IF to the Coffee-Room, 
There's: Po and Perfume ; 
Where pamper d Minions prate, 
Of BRITA I Ns happy State; { 


Whom, 'Tzade's-Decay nor Taxes feel, 


Bur Drink and Wh--16; und cry alf rl. 


7. 
W view the Caſte round, 
With Proſpects that abound; 


We ſee the Champion . Hall, 
And every Noble's Stall; 


Where Holy Men unite in Prayr, 
While Booted Cits.croud. in to ftare. 
6, 

TRE Mermaid, Bell and Hart, 
Our Purſes ſure make ſmart; | 
High Bills without controul, 
For Wine, Fiſh, Fleſh and Fowl; | 
And when we bid the Houſe farewell, 
They hardly ring the wellcowe Knell. 


( 6.) 


8 
Th' Aſſembly and the Park, 


Supply each wanton Spark; 
With Damſels for delight, r. 
In Honour of the K NIGHT; 

The Storys true, I do not forge, - | 

Each Laſs at Night muſt mount St. GEORGE. 


William and Dorothy of Darchet. 


A Girl that attends her Kine, | * 


. 
Whoſe ſweaty red Locks, 


'Are as rank as a Fox, 


Her B-tt-ks as large as thine : 
A merry, merry Match for mine. 
A merry, merry, &c. 
4 | 
Weben ee ned n 
Her Skin of a milky white, 
With Sparrows in her Eyes, 
And a Turft that ſweetly lies, 
To cover my Soul's Delight: 
And pleaſe me when I tube her By t. 
And pleaſt, &c. 


Who when ſhe is from home, 


—_ Mt 


"_ 


A Gid tr ann hr Dat wad nd 
Her tim#in a Country Life, . 


To my Arms will freely come, 
Without any noiſe or ſtrife : _ 
And preſſeth not to be my Wiſe. 
And preſſeth not, &. 


1 
A d that's free 4s Woman can be 
And deſtitute of fraud or fear, 
Neither wrangles nor pouts, 
When you handle her Clouts,. 
But cries. have a care, my Dear: 


r 


Wie den be d e ed nk 
The Teat of her Fav rite Cow, 
And when the Milk comes, 
*Twixt her Fingers and Thumbs, 
Diſcovers a wrinkled Brow : 
Cries Roger, Roger, kiſs me now. 


O Roger, Roger, #iſ#, 8c 


6. 
|. A Girl thats in late and loves not to waſte 
But one that will run, 
When her buſineſs is done, | 
And tarries not to plague me after: 
Unleſs it be juſt to make Water. 
Unieſt it be juſt to make Water. 


Charadtes 


NN on 


Characters of Men and Manners. 
CE AN's vaſt Womb, not APs Defürtb cn 
Produce a Monſter like the Creature—-MAN, 
Proudly He ber of benz Juſt" and ; 
His ev'ry Act that empty Bu belyes : 
Severe to others, more hin to 'Blattre, 
Vany he Hrutr— and glotits in his tithe, 
Bx not ſurpriz d, d NED; woe Fools you 3 


* ** 
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That fain would be Whit Hebven Wer de 


For I'm not ſingle.— Thouſands croud br. 


W1'TH awkard Airs ORL AND o apes the Great, 
Thinks Neeber Merk, und tiles Prad for Stute: kak 


Thro' Oftentation gives tht coſtly Trent, 


And ſtarves his Servant thit his Gutffs thay eit: 

All tinſe'd o'er diſplays Mthfelf to View, 

But does mean Things his Gy9d#s Would {torn to W 
Ill ſuit the glittering Plate, the rofy Both, 8 
The ſplendid Banquet, and tlie forum Soul. 

Wo Cer would gueſs from CTMON's comm 
Mien, 

That he'd be thought a Beau, who's never Hah? 

Yet thus it is: — and earneſt after Praiſe, ” 

He mimicks MYRTLE's Airs a thodfznd 50 

Juſt ſo his Sword ſticks ſtrutting by his Side: 

So his Cane dangles: — So his Wig is ty d. 
MaRxwr L's the dulleſt Rogue that ever poke: 

But MARV E LL till is thruſting in his Foke : 

And when his Hearers laugh, the happy Fool 


Thinks they approve what they but ridicule. 
I ILL 
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(89) 

11 i-bred ROBUSTO, with a Carter's Air, 
Is till in Love, and toying with the Fair: — 

o be gallant he aims, and in her Ear, 
ſach Things u Virgins ner ſhou'd bear 3” 
Nor owe, that while ke tells ber he ber, 
He frights the Maid, — for when he ſight = herears: 
_ ALCANDER vainly vaunts in ev'ry Place 
The ancient Honor of his noble Retr: 
Of high Commend, and deathful Deed: he tells, 
And with the Bleed of Kings his Boſarn ſwells. 
Imprudent Pride ! which urges to enquire, 
And makes all learn the Lowneſ# of his Sire, 
Who little dream'd, when ant dt his Tha, 
Of this long Lineage — which his Sow has trade. 
Ine, ut Sixty, apes the Air and Mien 
Of blooming Celis, who is ſcarce Sixteen : 
Affects the careleſs Tv, arid downcaſt Eye, 
The ſtriking Languiſo, the ſodueing Sigh: 
| Shews thoſe grey Hairs Diſcretion bids ber hide; 
Nor ſees how much the ſcoffing Crouds deride. _ 


CHLo R 1s has loſt her Teeth, and worſe thr 
? 


Her Breaths not ſweet 
That ſhe can't help. But ticed the always laugh 


CRISPIN vs dances, tho he cannot walk; 
And ſtammering C LITO till is fall of Talk: - 
Without a Voice, asl d, I 4 NTHE ings: - 
And L IVI A prides to utter fooliſh Things: 

Ourſelves miſtaking, fond of what's unfit, 

SENEX will marry— and myſoff have writ. 


Tbe Sportive Lambs. 


— Procul, 6 procul eſte Profani ! | 
Conclamat _ totogue 20 Laco. Virgil. 


I. 

Certain Presbyterian Pair 
Were wedded Yother Day; 
And when in Bed the LAMBS were laid, 
Their Paſtor came to pray. | | 
But firſt he bade each Gueſt depart, 

Nor Sacred Rites prophane; 
For carnal Eyes ſuch Myſteries 

Can never entertain. 


2. 
Then with a Puritanick » 
Unto the Lord he pray d, | 
That he would pleaſe to grant Encreaſe 
To that ſame Man and Maid: 
And that the Husbandman might dreſs 
Full well the Vine his Wife; 
And like a Vine ſhe till might twine 
About him all her Life. 


a 1 
Sack-Poſſet then he gave them both, 
' And ſaid, with lifted Eyes, 
it Bleſt of the Lord] with one Accord 
if Begin your Enterprize. 


i 


* 
* 


c 
* 


| [ Liſten, as tho' I had 
| The Cart prepard to move, and you to ſwing; 
Your future Frolicks thus you ſhall maintain, 


(11) 
The Bridegroom then drew near his Spouſe 
Teapply Prolifick Balm; 
And while they ſtrove in mutual Love, 
The Parſon ſung a Palm. . 


An Epiſtle from John Hooper, alias Ketch, 
Citizen and CorD-wayner, of London 
and Middleſex, Eſſex, Kent and Surrey, 

to the Raye- OO Oy f Great- 
Britain. 


IN CE Fate 4eceiy'd u both, in Fear and Hope, 

Me in my Fee, and you, Sir, in a Rope; 

Since baulk'd in my Attendance at the Tree, 

To ſhew your Honour my Dexterity ; 

I ſhall not ſhare the parting Pſalm and Cup, | 

Then tye the Knot—good Night— ſo tuck you up; 

Yet think the threatning Storm not quite o'er-blown, 

But hear the Monarch of the Three-legg'd Thrane. 
Lr not good Fortune from your Mem'ry caſt 

The Man— who by his Friends ſticks to the laſt; 

For their Sakes meets the dread Approach of Death, 

And catches in a Hug their parting Breath : 

Let not your Pride with your Succeſs ariſe, 

But ſeem attentive, while I do adviſe; 

you in a String, 


| 
3 


Secure from real Rapes, or thoſe you teign. 
C2 | 'WHERE 


9 
WHERE ww the Cunning of your, Country loſt, 
| (Cunning! —the only Art the Seb can boafs | ) 

That thus you dar'd to ſtand the fiery Teſt, 

To ſave your Gold, — and turn a publick Jeſt? | 

Can Juſtice ever let your Crimes eſcape, 

Whoſe Character alone wou'd prove a Rape; | 

Or Heav'n unmov'd, ſuch lawleſs Scenes wy oor 

Whilſt Tyberw mourns « Vidtim long ts Due 
- No thinking Jury cou'd eſpouſe — 

So ſtrong her Evidence, ſo our Luz; 1 

Your Witneſſes their Parts over-act, 

Their Honour, like your Vigour, we ſuſpeck: 
Had yau refalv'd' to make your Virtue clear, 
Your Incapacity ſhou'd firſt appear; | 
Your ſhapeleſs, fapleſs Carcafs there been ſhewn, 5 


With all the lifeleſs Trump'ry of a Drone, 
Undoubted Proofs of Impatence alone : 1 
| Grizly Threeſcore in Form had yau diſpleyd, 
What Jury cou d believe you forc'd a Maid? 
Some Things the Law demands ſhe ſoon might feigny 
But never make your Penetration plain; 
For when you bravely ſtorm'd the Petticoat, 
You only thruſt your— * Nigbt-Cap in her Throat. 
Ox did the Honour of the Caſe provoke, 
To give up Life and Fortune for a Joke? | 
Proud of the rampant Raviſher's bright Name, 
Bravely you ventur d all to fix a Fame; 1 
How ſtrange your Fate! ſuch Vengeance is your Due, | 
t Stripp'd and condeman'd—for what you cou'd not do. 
4 | Tus doating Witches of bleak Scotia's Land, | 
1 In mad Conceit all Nature Works command ; 
1 > Make the rude Elements obey their Charms, 
4 nm 7˙ CLILIEEgg | 


® Swore ut the Trial by l. 
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(13) 
ted on Brooms, dre Air they Gwiftly ride, 
Aud dance and fing with Saram and his Bride: | 
Wiſe Mother Kirk devours the ſtupid Tales, 
And equal Faith Oer Prieſts and Flocks prevails ; 
The ſtrong Deluſions {o' pallth their Bran, 
They fly to Death, their Credit to maintain. —_ 
Wu x next th Old Bailey's dreadful Bar you graces 
And the forc'd Virgin ares you in the Face, - 
Let her, like * Beſ#, with Sword erected ftands - | 
Whilſt you the Scabbard waver with ee f 
Your thick. ſculld vy then will plain ſce 
A nimble Tail ſecure Virginity, s 
And ev'ry Wriggle fet a Maiden fre. 
Your Pimps may fwear you raviſh — 
And have as oft in various Shapes made Love; 
You cannot boaſt the Silver Swan's bright Charts, 
Nor can you thunder in a Virgin's Arms: | 


Your only Merit is the golden Show'r, 
And that into no Fernale Lap you pour ; 


But if the God Cer took a Form fo dull, 


Tas when he leap'd Europa as a Bull. 


00 — 1 —Ch-——5! had you ſerv her better, 
You long might live from Halter free and Fetter; 4 


Nan ſwore the Rape, - becauſe you cou'd not- wer ber. 


She ne er had prov'd you ſuch a vig rous Sinner, 
But that you did not put the Matter in her; 
Cou'd youthful Ardour from your Eye: balls ſtart, 
And God - like Vigour nerve each feeble Part, 
No Rape had ſtunn'd our Ears, or froze your Heart. 
T Rs r me, who know the Inwards of that Sex, 


33 your Soul to vex ; 


| Fearleſs 


e Queen Elizabeth's Method of ſhewing a Rape. 
+ The Term made uſe of at the Trial, 


(14) 
Fearleſs you ſtill may meet each injurd Dame, 1 
Cou d you but lay, as well as raiſe their Flame, 
And ſprinkle Drops of Pleaſure with the Shame. 8 
The Man that raviſhes they can forgive, 
But grieve to let the fumbling Letcher live. 

Tx don't affect the Stallion, when grown Old, 
But as you ve loſt your Teeth, let go your Hold; 
Lay your Seraghio down, thou very Dr, 

And do not teaze your Maids, but let them work: 
Take your neglected Deareſt te your Arms, 

And ſup at leaſt on Matrimonial Charms; | 
Too much for ſuch a thankleſs Wretch ſhe wrought, - 
She ſure may have you, now you're good for nought. 

Vo vn former Courſe of Life if you'll maintain, 
And Mercy now is exercisd in vain, 

Think, that the Judges on the Bench you ſee, 
Think of the Jury and the Tripple-Tree, ” 
And if you pleaſe you then may think of me. 
As keeneſt Sportſmen for their Game do watch, 


So for your He willy your humble Slave —— 
| — Keteb. 
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A PROPHECY. 


OST happy Times are now foretold, 
+ When Courtiers turn their backs on Gold, 
And BRASS * TT en Wed 


WHEN Undertakers with you Health, | 
And Lawyers Goſpel teach, 
And pamper'd Prieſts (deſpiſing Wealth,) 
Give bounteous Aras _ preach. 


PRYSIcIANS l 
With Terms occult ſhan't teaze us, 
Tories leave writing gainſt the State, 
And Woolfton pray to Feſur. 


. Mr. B become Advocate for the late 
r Proj | ach ; _ 


—ů — 
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Cut with a Diamond on a Pane of Glaſs, 


B* Jove, tis hard, tis wondrous hard, 


Upon the ſame Subjett. 


UR Silver gone, and eke our Gold, 
What maſt we now rely on? 
Ws Half-pence take, or elſe were * 
enen ä 


His Iron we muſt buy and fal, A 
Tho' Tomkyxs ſays, in ſport | * 


No doubt *rwou'd feed an Oftrich well, 
Like Cruſt it byeaks fo ſhart. © - 


Bur whilit Ack. Wan dis Lon mocks | 
As paultry ſtuff on trial, 
A Quaker noted for great Stock, 
Affirms *fore-G—d, he'll buy all. 


Ay 8 — 
nnn 


at the Bell and Caſtle in Windſor. 


| WY | JR” F*®* _ "* 


That the Life of a Man, 
Should be but a Span, 
And that of a Woman a Tard. „ 1 


The 
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(18) N 
He was his Subjects Hearts Delight, 9 
Yet led away by Fav rites quite. 4 

AT the Town-Hall was made a Feaſt, . # 
To entertain the Royal Gueſt ; 
And all the Country, far and near, 

To ſee their King aſſemble there. 

AMoNG the reſt old Gaveſtor, 

And with him Pierce his lucky Son, 
On whom the King ſoon fir d is Ee 
And call'd him to him preſently. 

WHross Son art thou, ſweet Youth? he cry'd, 
The young Man readily rephyd, 

My Name, my Liege, is Gaveſton, 
An honeſt Country Farmer's Son. 

TRE King faid, If thou'lt go with me, 
And leave thy Friends I promiſe thee, 

TIl make thy Fortune; thou ſhalt ſhine, 
In Court a Favourite of mine. * 

THEN happy I, quoth Pierce; indeed, | 
I always thought it was decreed, 

J ſhould not deal in Clods of Earth, 
My Soul diſdains my humble Birth! 

AN p now in Court behold him plac'd, 
So with his Sovereign's Favour grac d, 
No Poſt or Honour could be won, 
Unleſs approvd by Gaveſton. 

ALL courted him, but ſued in vain, 
Merit could ne er his Ear obtain; 

Yet promis d on from Day to Day, 
Till Major Mone) found the Way. 

HE manag d Pierce with ſuch Success, 
None fail'd for whom he did addreſ ; 
The vileſt Criminal on Earth, Sag 
The Major could redeem from Death. 
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He thought each Profit was his Lot, 
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Tuus by the Majors cutſed Power, 
Pierce did the Nation's Wealth devour; 
He rais d the Scum of all the Earth, 
And thir&w"downi thoſe of noble Birth 
"Hrs Brothers next to Court he «DAR 
And Patent Poſts for them he got; 
His Father too, as doth appear, o 


Had twenty thouſand Marks a Year. 


As late DiREcronxs of known Fame, 
Fer ev'ry Brute ſubſcrib'd a Name, 
So Pierce his Daughter, Sons, and Wife, 
Had each three Poſts ſecur d for Life. „ 
Ter not content with all he got, 5 


"D244, 


Till God and Man his Patt forſook. 13 E 
TE People who thus long . e 
Roſe as one Man, and did declare 
They would both judge and execute, r 5 
Then let who dar d their Act diſpute. 
Br Pierce was ſo o'ergrown with Pie: 
Tho? often watn'd ſuch Threats defy d; 
Till in a lucky pointed Hour, | 
They ſeized, and got him in their power: Ed 
Tas x from his Coach they took him trait, 
And dragg'd him frotn his Palace-Gate ; 
Low . for all to ſee, 
And hang him on a Gallows- Tree. 
Tus juſtly fell proud Gaveſton; 
For England's Good! deplord by none? 
And may all Villains ſuch as he, 75 
Wich ſuch a Fate rewarded be. 


D 2 


% 


And theo',the, Flow ry Meadow, ſtrays. 7 
4 His fertile Banks, with Herbage green, 
|| His Vales with Golden Plenty ſwell, 
a Where-eer his purer Strgam is ſeen; 
The Gods of Heal ang Pleaſure: dye, 


1 Wich naked Arm once more divide, 
i In thee my glowing Boſom lave; 
i | And ſtem thy gently-rolling Tide. 
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Lay me, wich Dawn, Roſes crown d, 
Beneath ſome Qzier's. dusky Shade; 
Whera Water-Lillies, paint the. Ground 

r _ the Glade, E 


Lr — ther, 
With azure. Mantle. lightly, dreſt,. 

Ya Nypaghs, bind ug her Slam: Hair; 
Ye Zephyrs, fan her panting Breaſt. 
Ok! haſte away,, fair Maid and bring, 

The. Muſe, the kindly. Friend to Love, 
To thee alone tlie Mule fall ans; BE 


Some Atcount” of” a:Bboby of Quality lately 
exported. beyond. Sea, on. his Travels. 


H ave. often., lamented.. and complain d, that Men 
will be making themſelves greater Fools than. Na- 
ture intended. they, ſhould. be, by; endeavouring to 
make.-tharaſclves. wiler. . Few Men are fit for every, 
Part-of Educatiom and. yet every ſart of Education is 
made, in one. Iuſtance. ox another, to ſuit every ſort of 
Men. But. there-is ſcarce: any, Species of Breeding ſo 
ſignally , proſtituted as. that. of Travelling, which fre- 
quently. poliſhes a- young Fellow, as it were, in ſpite of 
his Teethꝭ, and turns an: honeſt. tolerable Booby into an 
inſuffergble--prating.. Caxcambs Ip be. able to ſpeak, is 


cke maſt⸗ ——— a Simpleton can learn; 
bu 
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but if he is taught to profane Pen, Ink, and Paper, and 
can write, the Curſe is ſtill heavier: When this happens 
Heaven ſhew Mercy, and grant Patience to his Friends 
and Acquaintance ! 

I would not be lid; low as if I was for de- 
barring any hopeful young Gentleman of hir Claſs from 
every Kind of Learning: no, I am for allowing him 4 
good Share of it, ' arid full as much as he wants: He 
ſhall learn his Primer, and the Church Catechiſm, and 
be taught to ſet his Mark to any Deed or Writing 
whatſoever. This is Book-Learning enough in all con- 
ſcience for him, provided he aſpires no higher than to 
be Knight of the Shire, or Chairman at the Quarter- 
Seſſions, or Foreman of the Grand- Jury at the Aſſizes, 
or Chief Toaſter at a Drinking- Match. But be it en- 
ated by the Authority aforeſaid; that, if ever the ſaid 
Squire preſume to make an Elopement froth Nature, 
and his inborn Stupidity, and the hereditary Heavineſs of 
his Family; and, in defiance of this my Ordinance and 
Injunction, profanely and facrilegiouſly take upon him- 
ſelf the Stile and Title of Gentleman, in any other Senſe, 
than as the ſame is borrow'd from Money, or ancient 
Blood; he is then to be treated as a Lunatick, and one 
out of his Mind. | 

I fell into theſe Reflections from what happen'd._ to 
me not long ſince, upon viſiting a Gentleman in Suſſex, 
whoſe eldeſt Son is now performing his Travels. The 
old Man told me that his Son was a moſt ingenious 
young Man; that he had kept him nine Years at a Gram- 
mar-School, and that he could give a Horſe a Purge 
when he was but fixreen Years of Age; that he uſed to 
puzzle all the Maids in the Family at Queſtions and 
Commands, and he did not doubt but he would. be a 


Great Man. My Boy, PISS Man to me, is very 
punctual 
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punRtyal in his Duty to me ; he writes mt a Letter at 
leaſt once a Quarter, and never forgets to remember his 
tind Love to his Mother, and Margery the Houſe-keeper, 
© who" was hit dry Nurſe. He then ſhew'd me ſeveral of 
his Son's Letters, in which he told me I ſhould ſee the 
young Rogue had Wit at Will. The following one was 
ſo remarkable, that I read it over till I got it by Heart; 
and I now publiſh it for the Honour of the Author, 
and the Entertainment of my ever-courteous Reader. 


Paris, this Eleventh Day of nn Anno 
Domini 1730. 


Worſhipful Sir, 

© PIERS is not forgetting my Reſpects to my lo- 
ving Mother and our Margery. When we 

& came over the Sea from Harwich, it raged like any 

« mad, and I caſt up all that was within me. I was 
cc very ſick indeed; that I was — But I had kept the 
« Neat's Tongue which my Mother put into my Pocket 
ce at Parting, the Iz Thing ſhe did, and every now and 
& then I nibb'd a Bit on't, to keep the Wind out of 
« my Stomach, as Mather faid I ſhould. 

« Ou Fobn, that you put in Livery for me, takes 
cc great Care of me, as Mother bid him: he lies with 
cc me every Night. I met Mr. Sropcock at the Hague: 
cc you know he was once our Exciſeman at Ar—d—1; 
cc and he and I drank a Bottle together. And more- 
cc over than that, I likewiſe met il Runnit, who left 
our Pariſh a great while ago and was a Trooper : 
cc he now ſells Waſh-Balls at Amſterdam, and he and I 
« crackd a Bottle too. I keeps none but the beſt of 
« Company, and pur John is never from me. 
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I never a & many Rivers an any County in 
Q England where I have boan as there is in Mal 
< but we have more Timber growing than they have, 
* and we have ſweeter Butter, eſpetiatly in the Mage 


* Month, and our Jabs ſays the fame. They wells me 


< there is not a Biſhop in all Ha, and I did not Wt 
* {o much as one Surplice in it; fo you may 
c Father, whether they be Chriſtians. The de 
cc for ever doing ſomething ; —_—_ 
« keep the Sabbath, and our Jobs is of 
* Mind. 

:. es Gums eos 
« met with Cathedrals again, many's the one, of which 
J was very glad on't, and fo was our Joby. But 
c when I went. into them at firſt, I wou'd not dof 
4 my Hat, becauſe they belong'd to Popifſh Tdola: 


< ttill at laſt a fat Parſon, without either a Shirt; of 3 
Pair of Shoes, and u great Rope about his Middle, 


* hood grievous angry, and gabbled at me in the dut- 
© Jandiſh Tongue, as much as to ſay, Pull off your Har; 
* and I was afraid he would do me a Miſchief, and 6 
< T did fo—But however, I told him, My Father had 
« as good an Eſtate as he, and was a Puſtice of Peace 
c into the Bargain. This I believe frighter'd him; and 
& beſides, our Fob» ſtood by me all the while with his 


& Fiſt clinch'd; and fo the far Parſon ſhabb'd of, and 


& {© there was no Danger. 


« You can't imagine, Father, find no more cint 
cc Mother, what huge great Wax Candles they uſe here” 


c in Popiſh Countries upon their Altars. I Warrant 
& every one of them has five Pounds of Tallow in it. 
Our Johr fays, he neverfaw the like, ch he travel d 
<« once before, when he was at the I/ſc of May. The 


— Ferie have their Common-Prayer-Book all in Latin, 
« which 
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« which I tells them is a burning Shame, and perſuades 
« them to be of the Church of Exgland; but I finds 
cc they don't value our Church no more than nothing, 
c and the Presbyterians be little better: fo I can %a 
ce ly * WAR" a Ltitlen in theſe outlandiſh Coun- 
ce tries. 

« SINCE TI came his Home, I have ſeen, among 
cc other ſtrange Sights, one Man plowing with one 
C Horſe; which to be ſure faves a Number of Money. 
“ I wiſh, Father, you had as much Senſe in England. 
« Our Job will try to do it when we come Home, 
ce if you will ſubmit yourſelf to be ad by him 
« and me. 

« Tas French Folks don't live near ſo well as we do 
“ in, England, and our Beef is fatter than theirs by at 
« leaſt an Inch on the Rib, and they never make any 
“ Pudding at all. But they eat Frogs like any mad, and 
« the Devil and all of Onions. Our John is heart-ſick 
ce of their Diet. Tho their Churches be very brave 
ce and neat, yet I likes nothing in them, but the Organs 
« and the Ring of Bells; all the reſt is Popiſh Idolarry. 
cc In Holland, the Church eſtabliſh'd by Law, is all Diſ- 
cc ſenters and Presbyterians, and ſo I did not go to 
& Church becauſe they be all Schiſmaticks, which is 
cc 2s bad as Popiſh Idolatry, and our Fohn _ like 
cc either of them. 

« HERE in France the King is cunninger than our 
« King, for he does keep a great quantity of Soldiers 
« and Dragoons; and ſo they have had no Rebellious 
« nor Meeting-Houſes here this many a Day. I wiſh, 
& Father, you had the Senſe to be as wiſe in England 
« A great quantity of the French Parſons be out of 
cc Conceit with the Government that rules at preſent, 
cc but our Jobs ſays, the Red-coats will make them 
<« know themſelves. E « Tris 
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ce This Town of Paris is a main big Town, and has 
« Power of Hackney-Coaches in it. My Cloaths 
« with the Silver Buttons is as freſh as if I had put it on 
ce but Yeſterday, as our John can tell. Iwore it two 
ee Days ago at a Ball, where there was a good many 
« fine Folks, but I find they don't know much of Coun- 

ce try Dances here; for when I calld for Moll-Placket» 
« and afterwards for Bury-Fair, the Fidlers knew no- 
& thing of them, and no more did not the Company. 
« There was a Colonel there that look'd very hard at 
« me; Idoubted he was going to preſs me for a Trooper, 
cc and fo I ſtole ſoftly down Stairs and run home, and 
c our John with me, as hard as we could drive. 

« This with my Kind Love and our John's to you, 
& and Mother, and our Margery, and John's Service 
« to Peg Hatchet the Wheeler's Daughter. So no 
«© more at preſent from, 


Morſbipful Father, 
Your ever loving Son, till Death, 


— OLIVER GA PRE. 


The 


The WuITEITOKE: 


The Tune play d before the King's Guard 
at Windſor Caſtle, in Honour to a cer- 
tain Court Lady. 


I. 
AY Myra, Toaſt of all the Town, 
By powder'd Fops encircl'd round, 
Charms ev'ry Beau, yet's charm'd by none. 
| Charms ev'ry Beau, &c. | 
At Park, at Play, at Maſquerade, 
She gains the Prize from Wife and Maid. 
And when ſhe ſings, her Voice fo clear, 
With Harmony does glad the Ear. 
For thrilling Sounds dwell on her Tongue. 
For thrilling, &c. Corky I i: 
| 2. | 
FE DEL IO grac'd with every Charm, 
That cou'd the Heart of Virgin warm, 
For Myra ſigh'd, for her alone. 
For Myra, &*c. 
Yet wou'd not Pity touch the Fair, 
To gently ſooth his deep Deſpair, 
And tho? ſhe ever frown'd Diſdain, 
He ſtill muſt languiſh, tho! in vain. | 
For ſweeteſt Sounds dwell on her Tongue, 
| For ſweeteſt, &c. | 


2 3 


Wich gaudy Charms the Fopling ane, 
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3. 
Pa EL io ſmait with fluttring Air, 
Breath d / artfulh his mimick Care. 


With gaudy, &c. : 
No one like him cou'd ſing or dance, 
The Spark was newly come from France, 
He ap'd, careſs d, and fondly fwore, 
He never lov'd a Belle before. 


For melting Sounds dwell on her Tongue. 


Ry &c. 
4 
CoRDEL1o, generous, prudent, wiſe, 
The ſprightly Dame, did thus adviſe, 
Young Florio's borrow'd Love to ſhun, 
Toung Florio's, &c. ; 


Since falſe Papilio ſoon wou'd prove, 


And was not worthy of her Love, 
Fedelio's Fame was chaſte and pure, 
And would till ebbing Life endure. 


His Heart fincere as was his Tongue. 


His Heart, &c. 


5. 
At length with flutt' ring Courtſhip cloy'd, 


And faithleſs Vows of Paſſion void, 
She found ſhe'd been amus d too long. 


She found, &c. 8 
She Florio told he ne er was true, 


Papilio he was falſe ſhe knew, 


Fedelio's Sighs ſhe maſt approve, 

And when ſhe crown'd his conſtant Love. 

Enchanting Sounds dwelt on her Tongue. 
Enchanting, &c. 
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The EPSOM BEAUTIES. 


| breed wi 
HAT Beauties, Epſom, grace thy fruitful Plains, 
What blooming Nymphs, engage th' enamour'd 
Swains, ' 
The various Glories of each ſparkling Belle, 
And all the Charms in which the Fair excel, 
I fing. O thou aſſiſt th' advent rous Muſe, 
Fair Beauty's Queen! whilſt ſhe the Theme purſues; 
Soft as the Theme, Oh! flow the gentle Verſe, 
Whilſt faithful thus I every Grace rehearſe. 


Sx x ſprightly Tims with eaſy Steps advance 
To tread the Mazes of th'enlivening Dance 
When Muſick melts, and Motion fires the Heart, 
Ah! who can ward the too reſiſtleſs Dart? | 
Quick thro? each Vein thedeathful Venom flies, 
Wiſdom in vain her fruitleſs Aid applies; 

The God of Love poſſeſſes ev'ry Breaſt, 
And all the Lover in the Souls confeſt. 

On! ever Sacred be to Love and Verſe 
The Name and Beauties of the black-ey'd Pearſe ! 
Ye guardian Angels who protect the Fair, 

Oh! ever guard her with peculiar Care! 
That tender Form may nothing diſcompoſe, 
Soft as the Beauties of the bluſhing Roſe. 

FRESH as the Morn, as op'ning Bloſſoms fair, 

Thy Charms, O Clarke *, to all the Youth appear. 


| 3 But 
® Of New - Inn-Lane. A 
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But that which adds to ev ry Charm a Grace, 
And gives a Luſtre to the faireſt Face, ; 
Good-Humour, ever chearful, eaſy Gueſt, 
Shines in thy Looks, and harbours in thy Breaſt. 

O Magot ! let thy Name adorn theſe Lays, 
Whilſt diftant Beauties read thy envy'd Praiſe 
"Tis thine, the Glories of a rural Face, 

Tis thine, the Promiſe of a healthful Race: 
Such was each Fair, e er Cards did firſt invade 
The eafy Slumbers of the blooming Maid ; 

But thou more careful guard thy glowing Red, 
Nor mourn too late its wiſh'd-for Beauties fled ; 
The native Bluſh in vain will Art ſupply, 

Too ſoon diſcover'd by the Lover's Eye. 

LAS r of the Train, but faireſt of the Fair, 
(Each Virgin's Envy, and each Shepherd's Care) 
See lovely Roberts ever blooming Maid, 

Where Beauty ſhines in all its Force diſplay'd ! 

Sure Nature form'd thee of her choiceſt Earth, 

And Venus ſelf deſign'd the precious Birth: 

By Love conducted, and with Virtue fir d, 

By Beauty ſoftned, and with Wit inſpir'd, 

Oer all ſhe bears an unreſiſted Sway, 

And Hearts unknown to melt, her Pow'r obey. 
How ſoft thy Charms! how eaſy is thy Mien ! 
Thou fair Reſemblance of the Cyprian Queen 

But ah! what Bard with equal Truth can tell, 

The various Beauties of this finiſh'd Belle ? 

Wit with Good-Nature, Senſe with Beauty join'd, 
An Angel's Body with an Angel's Mind. 
Thus made to pleaſe, thus deck'd with ev'ry Grace, 
That Thought can form, or Eloquence expreſs; 
She ſeems alone unconſcious of her Charms, 

Nor knows how much the gazing Youth ſhe warms. 


1 
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But ah! beware, ye heedleſs Youth beware, 
T' indulge a Paſſion for a Nymph ſo fair; 
Merit, like hers, an equal Worth will claim, 
The firſt in Beauty, and the firſt in Fame. 
Tis ſhe, mongſt Thouſands, eminently bright, 
Alone attracts th'unwary Gazer's Sight. 
Thus when the Stars, fair uſeful Lamps of Light, 
Shed their bright Influence thro the Realms of Night, 
The ſtreaming Luſtre tis in vain we trace, 
Loſt and bewilder'd in the mingled Blaze: 
But when the Moon in ſolemn Pomp array d, 
Clear and ſerene, adorns the Midnight Shade, 
We view her Glories with attentive Eyes, 
Nor heed the leſſer Rulers of the Skies. 
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The Richmond Beauties, in an Epiſtle to 
J— M—, £4; 


HY is it in our Nature to be poor 

Why all poſſeſſing do we covet more 

Will not the Charms of Richmond's Fark avail ? 
For Theirs, and Thy Own Peace, become leſs frail! 
What Belles at Epſom d'ye expect this Year? 
Hath Tunbridge Beauties, which you have not here? 
Can Bath boaſt more her Galaxy divine, 
And Shades, more glorify'd than ours, out-ſhine ? 

Town 
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Town agint Town as well de migh pretend, 


Vainly to vaunt, and impotent commend, 
Her Plains prefer, to Diſart's lovely Vales, 
Hills to her Hill, and Dales oppoſe to Dales, 
As uncompar d Acmancea, ſtill will be, 
Thy Beauties held to theirs, as it to thee ? 
Like the three Graces, Decter's Fair are ſeen, 
To cheer, in vary'd Forms, the ample Green ; 
Here we behold the lovely-featurd Face, 
There all the Charms, of Stature, Mien, and Grace, 
A Dignity of Mind advanc'd in Truth, 
Rais'd and enlightned by a Bloom of Youth, 
So mix'd, and fo confounded, the Deſire, 
None knows which moſt to love, and to admire : 
So Paris ſtood divided in his Choice, 

Twixt Venus Face, and Pallas lovely Voice, 
Alternately to love, and Wiſdom driven, 

Or influenc'd by the Majeſty of + Heaven, 
The Conteſt revels doubtful in his Eyes, 
And undetermines where to give the Prize. 

O |} Coote! Perfected to engage the Heart, 
With all the Force of Nature and of Art; 


What Emblem can ſuffice to ſpeak thy Due, 

A Nymph ſo gentle, beautiful, and true; 

Faint are all Colours, and all Words too weak, 
Her Face to picture, and her Praiſe to ſpeak ; 

No Likeneſs her Complexion can' diſcloſe, 

For ſhorr's the Lilly mixtur'd with the Roſe: 

Nor Diamonds, nor Stars which deck the Skies, 
Approach the Living Luſtre of her Eyes. 

The Swain, the welcome Spring with pleaſure greets, 
Its infant Softneſs, and its opening Sweets, 


Profuſe 


Its Ancient Name, i. e. Sick-Folk Town. 
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Profuſe of Bliſs, its Landskip lively Drawn, 
Its Fertile Valleys, and its verdant Lawn; 
But what avails its Shades and Sunny Beams, 
Its Golden Harveſts, and its Limpid Streams; 
What its Fam'd Hill, and its Luxuriant Plains, 
What Diſart's Walks where Joy and Pleaſure reigns, 
Its fragrant Odours and its bloomy Birth, 
Of all th' indulgent Affluence of Earth, 
Till Child and Beecher amiably appear, 
To raiſe, and finiſh the illuſtrious Year ; 
Till with fair“ Fackſox's Smiles the Scene is bleſt, 
Her Groves nor vocal are, nor Bowers poſſeſt: 
Then Philomel in dying Notes complains, 
And rural Sports, imploy the jocund Swains ; 
The Whole rejoices, Pan aſſumes his Seat, 
The Grotto's eccho, and the Hills repeat ; 
To Coulſor's Fame the Shepherd tunes the Lyre, 
And Brutes are charm'd by Notes her Eyes inſpire: 
Believe me, Friend, and Trigg, or Powel, view, 
See! And then judge, if what I fay be true! 
How weak, preſumptuous, viſionair and vain, 
What Sculptures image, and the Poets feign. 
Or turn thy Eyes on Paſtor's heavenly Fair, 
And read her Lineage in her noble Air, 
Whether ſhe private Life vouchſafes to grace, 
Or reigns the Joy, and Pride, of publick Place. 
See with what Majeſty ſhe moves along, 


The only unaffected of the Throng : 
Some keep an equal Meaſure in their Walk, 
And hear, (Exceſſive Tranſport !) hear her Talk. 
Others in Envy, Wonder, or Surprize, 
Her Power allow within their Veins and Eyes; 

' Expreſs 
Miß D— Jack—2. 3 
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Expreſs in Word and Deed her matchleſs Praiſe, 
And ſpeak their Rapture in a thouſand Ways. 
At the Sun's Riſe, fo Nature cheers, and warms, 
Enlives, and gives in Tribute all her Charms, 
Where er he turns and ſpreads auſpicious Day, 
All Things are bleſt, and every Thing is gay. 
Yet half unſung, I leave the charming Theme, 
Dear to my Soul, but adverſe to my Scheme: 
A hundred other blooming Beauties leave, 
With Powers which none deſcribe, though all conceive 
Leaſt the Exceſs of Light o'ercome your Views, 
And Glories flow ſo ſtrong, you know not where to 

chooſe. 
Excuſe the Zeal with which the Muſe invites, 
Which Friendſhip dictates, and which Love indites 
Come ſhare thoſe Bleſſings fondly I'd impart, 
Sincere and true, and recent from the Heart ; 
What more can Nature give, or Mortal boaſt? 
A* * * for Converſe, and a Mark's your Toaſt ? 
When * Charles ſupplies with neat Nectarean Wine, 
And we oblate to + Polly and the Nine. 
O! Richmond ! Amiable, lovely Place! 
Delight of Gods, and Brwnſwick's ſacred Race, 
Enrich'd with choiceſt Bleflings from above, 
Thou King of Freedom, and thou Queen of Love, 
Supreme in Bliſs, whoſe Beauties might engage, 
The Love of Fove, and Juno fill with Rage; 
Theſe fill the Train where Caroline preſide, 
Their great Example, and their glorious Guide, 
Tread in her Steps, and imitate her Grace, 
Her vertuous Boſom, and her awful Face, 
A finiſh'd Form, by Heaven ordain'd to raiſe 
Her Monarch's Rapture, and her Subjects Praiſe. 


7 Sh-—d at the Red-Lyon.' 
T Miſs Zackſon on the Hill, 


The 
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CO TON aaron 


The underwritten are by the Author of an 
Ode to his Grace the Duke of Bucking- 
ham. 


UN Gus, by a peculiar knack, 
Cou'd Money draw from griping Friends; 
| When of his Word, he'd bounce and crack, 
And ſwear he'd make them rich amends. 


OB8ERvE : now he the Rhino's got, | 

The Favour's vaniſh'd from his Mind; 3 
Alike the Friend and Loan forgot, 

He gives his Promiſe to the Wind. 


Bur lately it was buzz'd about, 
Fux was another Creature grown; 
Had ſtopt the Clamours of the Rout; 
And juſtly paid each Man his own. 


I, with the reſt, had learnt by rots; 
This Change, reſolv'd that all ſhould know it; 
Alas ! I quickly chang'd my note, | 

When Fame declar'd poor Fun a Poet. 
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The Way to PREFERMENT. 


Diſce docendus adhuc, que cenſet Amiculus— 


XFORD or Cambride Wag, attend 
The hum-drum Counſel of a Friend : 
For Politic quit Lib'ral Arts; 
To Party facrifice your Parts : 
Yet gloſs your Penſionary Zeal 
With pure Regard of Public-Weal. 
Write not like Drapier, or Fohn Bull; 
But Miniſterial be, and Dull. f 
Propoſe as Patterns of thy Pen, 
Stiff H—, pert B—, evaſive B—. 
To R— fawn like Spaniel Dog, 
Growl like a Mungrel againſt Fog : 
*Gainſt Caleb ſhew your grinning Spite, 
And ſnarl, tho impotent to bite. 
Hop'ſt Thou a P to be made? 
Then deſecrate thy Holy Trade : 
Claſp thy old-faſhion'd uſeleſs Bible; 
Write a prolix inſipid Libel: 
Was t thou a Prophet, or a Seer; 

What chen? if yet no Pamphleteer. 


At 
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At all Reveal'd Religion laugh, 

And idolize the Golden Calf. 

Enjoy ſt Thou a Poetic Vein, 

Fichion will find an ample Plain: 

Ahſurd A8 commend. 
blund ring 1 without end. 

Haſt Thou a Talent for Diſpute? 

Prove H—— wiſe, Le H—— no Brute : 

Whether France D—— does repair, 

Nor is, nor ought to be our Care: 

That Human Treaties cannot bind 

The Lawleſs Power of Sea or Wind: 

Louis and Neptune are great Odds: 

And who would fight againſt the Gods? 

To ſhew by Dint of Logic ſtrive, 

That Merchants moſt by Loſſes thrive; 

Demonſtrate. that a 8 Fleet | 

Can fail at Anchor, peaceful beat: 

But argue not in Form and Mood, 

Leſt haply You are underſtood. 

If fond of Wit, to Virtue prone, 

Thou ſcorn'ſt to turn a ſcribbling Drone; 

Mark the Prophetic Words of Gnus, 

Thoult live and die a learned Scrub. 
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The following Verſes by the ſame Hand. 


To the Ingenious Mr. Bonewitz, on his 
drawing à curious Picture of a Chelſca- 
Penſioner, aged 110. 


HO' thy all-mimic Pencil well can trace 
Each ſofteſt Feature of dear Chloe's Face: 
Her Cheek can rival in its native Dye, 
Can ftrike the living Brilliant of her Eye; 
Nicer the Task, and- bolder the Deſign, | | 
To paint this Vet'ran in his bright Decline 5 
Who bravely has o'er-leap'd Life's ſtated Line. | 
The wond'rous Man on a new Stage appears, 
Green, and triumphant o'er the Spoil of years; 
His Term protracted to uncommon Length, 
Surmounting Dotage, He acquires freſh Strength. 
Reſerv'd the Hero ſeems by Heav'nly Will, 
A rare Occaſion for thy matchleſs Skill: 
Nature well-pleas'd may with her Fayrite part, 
Safely conſign d to thy immortal Art. 
Tours, &c. 


VERSES 
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VERSES by Mr. CL. 


ROM ſerious Arts, or glorious Arms, 
You bid me ſeek the Palm of Fame 
And fly thoſe ſweet ſeducing Charms, 

That tempt me to a Poets Name. 


Advice, my Friend, is but in vain, 
Whene er in Love, or Verſe we tray ; 

The pleaſing Poiſon turns our Brain, 
And we againſt our ſelyes obey. 


Thoſe Paſſions differ but in this: 

The Maid poſſeſs d, we ſtrait remove; 
Unſated with Poetick Bliſs, 

The more wenjoy, the more we love. 


Would the coy Muſe on me but ſmile, 
Thro Life's ſhort ſpace Id her purſue: 
Nor Fame, nor Wealth, ſhould me beguile 

For her I'd bid them both adieu. 


I ask not, Fate, the Stateſman's Skill, 
Realms to direct, and Kingdoms guide; 
Wiſdom, like W-LP—LE's, which is ſtill 
More perfect found, the more tis try d. 


T wiſh not Fame's loud Trump ſhould breathe 

My Name with thoſe that Kingdoms you! ; 
Nor do I for their Laurel Wreath, 
Or envy C SAR, or ARG -I. L. 

| To 
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To ſhine in Verſe is all my Aim: 
My fondeſt Wifh, my datling Hope, 
Is but to emulate the Fame 
Of WALLER, DRYDEN, or of Pops. 


eee 


BLASPHEMY 46 Old as the CREATION: 
Or, The Newgate Divine. A Satyr. 
Aaareſsd to the modern Advocates of 
Irreligion, Profaneneſs, and Infidelity. 


Quod ſi in hoc erro, quod animos hominum immortales eſſe 
credam, libenter erro: nec mihi hunc errorem, quo de- 
lector, dum vivo, extorqueri volo. TULLY. | 


ANT, or the Pride of being deem'd polite, 
Tempts gay Apoſtates to deceive, and write; 

Each facred Truth to ſcorn, or to diſclaim ; 
Prompted by Hunger ſome, and ſome by Fame. 
Few ſtarving TIN DLs wou'd renounce their Creed, 
Who on pure Faith cou'd better drink and feed: 
Nor for a Dinner in State-Errors deal, 
If found Divinity wou'd fetch a Meal. 
WooLsTON wou'd own a Saviour, dread a Hell, 
Like gainful Unbelief, did Scripture ell ; 
The Godhead he derides, wou'd learn to fear, 
Like Blaſphemy, if Miracles fold dear. 
But who can blame each Sage, in Judgment nice ? 
Good Pagan Doctrines yield a better Price: 
Who calculate exaCt their Gains each Day, 


And know what Wages Heaven and Satan pay: 
| Each 
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Each with that Piety and Prudence bleſt, 
The Pow'r to own which cloath'd and fed em beſt. 
Their Por each Morn an Allegory fills; 
The Spirit ſaves em, while the Letter kills. 
Not half ſo plump, the myſtick Doctor's made 
By real Subſtance, as by Type and Shade: 
Twas weak to print cheap Truths, when for a Lye; 
They knew the Britiſb Markets ran fo high. 
(All Books in Fraud and Falſhood that excel, 
Like Goods forbid by Law, more ſure to ell.) 
Unwiſe the Project, and the Authors vain, 
Maintaining Texts, that wou'd not them maintain. 
All Truth's in their Opinion but a Cheat, 
Whoſe Patrons oft muſt write,— but ſeldom eat. 
Impoſſible a Scheme ſhould be divine, 
Whoſe Authors ſup on Curds, on Trotters dine; 
Or any Faith a heavenly Sanction boaſt, 
That feeds not all its Friends on Boil'd and Roaſt. 

This * TIN D- knew, and pious vow'd to quit 
Doctrines that wou'd but ſeldom turn his Spit; 
Tird with a Church, whoſe Canons did define, 
That to believe, was ſweeter than to dine; 
Within her Pale for him allow'd no Place, 
Whi thinks good Eating the firſt Chriſtian Grace; 
Thar Faith celeſtial only, that affords 
The largeſt Bumpers, and the fulleſt Boards: 
To number up his Crimes, he ne er begins, 
But always reckons Faſts among his Sins; 
(Theſe deeply moan'd) and deems the Guilr leſs great, 
Each Evening not to pray, than not to eat: 4 
Leſs raviſh'd with his Duty than his Cup, 
He oft forgets to kneel, but ne er to ſup. 


* A modern Epicurean Writer ; very remarkable for bit mw E ating, , 
end bad Principles, 


8 An 
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A. EPIGRAM. 


UPID once having robb'd an Hive, 
He lik'd the Trade, and hope'd to thrive : 
At length the filching Knave was ſtung ; 
Mad with the Pain, he ſtamp'd, he flung z 
His clammy Fingers oft he blew, 
And to his Mother ſtreight he flew. 
Mamma, he cries, this curſed Bee, - 
How it has wounded me, you ſee; 
How big the Swelling | yet the Sting 
Was but a little tiny thing. 
Quoth Venus, Precious Son of mine, 
Juſt ſuch a tiny thing is thine; 
And yet, how much *twill make em ſwell, 
After ſtoPn Sweets, the Girls can tell. 


SSD 
S 


EPITAPH. 


ERE lies Honeſt William Dawe, 
Altho an Attorny at Law: 
If he be not bleſt, 
God help the reſt. 


Axot bes. 
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Another. 


ERE lies John Coom, 
| A Bailiff of the Boom; 
When he dy'd, 


The Devil cry'd, 
Come, John, come. 
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ES CUI BIS, ND CENT SES: EGO 


Another in e Oburc h. yard in 
Yorkſhire. 


John Bell of Crakehill lys under this Stein, 

Four of my own Sons laid it on my Weam 
I was a Man of my Meat, and Maſter of my Wife, 
And liv'd in my own Houſe without mickle Strife. 
If thou be'ſt a better Man inthy Time than Iwas—in mine, 
Take this Stein off my Weam and lye on Top of thine. 


„4 
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Dr. Davey Shones, @ Welſh Surgeon, his 
Bill, at Oſweſtrey, for Mrs. Sueſanna 
Madox. 


Sept. 9, 1730. | | 
OR dreſing hur mortify'd elcere upon) J. s. 4. 
hur Lege, and clen it from ſtinkin, 
with ſprits of Chamfire, Tinct. Myrhe, 
an udder dings prapor for 49 tims. 15 tims > 3 1 6 
it coſt me 25. 6d. evry tim before I cow'd | 
get the ſtinking fleſſe away, and the oder | 
— - «i * 


For lancin and ſcallin the boune 0 19 © 
For ungts. ols, and linimt. to anointe the | 
2 en Lo 
For pills aurea guilded with goulde = - 0 7 6 
For drams and cordiolls for hur and hur 7 | - 6 
— companeons = = = - = = 5 
For lodgen, care, and attendunce uppon hur - 1 12 6 
For runnin away, and hindrin me to g 210 © 
tim to make hur cure to purficteon  - 


For envy, hatred, and mallis, and ill-will in 
ſpaaking, uttrin, and purnouncin ſevrall 
reflecſhons, and fuls ſtorees uppon mc 
and my houns̃ - = 


113 0 


For brekin my glas in the glas nnn. = ag 


with her hors is nos 1 


410 9 6 
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By the Author of the Satire intituled, 
Blaſphemy as old as the Creation. 


Td Mrs. M. H. on her working a Qu 
in Silks. 


HEN MiR As Hands her Needle thread, 
What gaudy Scenes our Eyes ſurprize; , 
To view a Grove, or flow'ry Bed, 
Beneath her ſnowy Fingers riſe! 


IN every Leaf ſuch Beauties dwell, 

So fair they ſpread, ſo full they bloom, 
Her skilful Fingers far excel 

The Painter's Quill, or Artiſt's Loom. 


Ox the rich Bed freſh Roſes blown, 
The Jeſmin and the Myrtle meet; 
And, as they mingle, ſeem to own, 
More fair her Cheek, her Breath more ſweet, 


Taar Lilly from her Hand ſhe took; 
Which with the Snow in Whiteneſs vies ; 

That bright Carnation from her Look, 
That ſhining Amaranth from her Eyes, 


THoss opening Buds but half reveal'd, | 
That promiſe ſoon a fairer Hue, e 
Shew like her Breaſts with Lawn conceal d, | 
Which boaſt their Sweets and Softneſs too. 
| 4 Wuar 
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WHAT tho' the abſent Sun retir'd, 
The naked Field no longer warms? 
Each Bloſſom, by her Art inſpir'd, 
Opens as wide, as gayly charms. 
Tay Flow'rs for ever hold their Prime, 
Nor Froſts, nor chilling Winters fear ; 
Since near thy Hoop, that happy Clime, 
 *Tis Spring or Summer all the Year: 


Prrty, lov'd Maid, that envious Years 
Thy Youth ſhou'd hurt, thy Sweets conſume 
When wrought by thee, each Bud appears 
Unchang'd, and always in its Bloom. 


Eacn Youth with thee muſt ſurely grieve, 
The partial Rigour of the Sky; 

That Mir 4's Works muſt bloom and live, 
When Mx A's Beauties fade and die. 


A Few fair Months our Gardens charm, 
Now flouriſh, and anon decay :. 

Each Seaſon on thy Coat is warm, 
And every verdant Month is May. 


Lr Autumns then the Lilly hide, 

Our Roſes blaſt, our Myrtles chill : 
When ſeated cloſe to Mir A's Side, 

"Tis June, or fragrant April ſtill. 
VicroRious Nymph ! whoſe Hand has done 
| Beyond weak Nature's fainter Power: 
Waking each Plant without the Sun; 

Swelling each Bud without the Shower. - 
WHEN every Field beſide is ſeen 

Robb'd of its Pride; we here behold 
Gay ſpreading Stems of lively Green, 

- And yellow Fruit of ripening Gold. 


ö 


A King at AR Ms diſarmd at Law. 
A Ballad, by an unknown Hand. 


I. 
E fair injurd Nymphs, and ye Beaux who des 
ceive em, 
Who with Paſſion engage, and without Reaſon leave 
'em; 
Draw near, and attend, how the Hero I ſing 
Was foil'd by a Girl, tho at Arms he was King. 
| 2. | | 

CREST s, Mottos, Supporters, and Bearings knew he, 
And deeply was ſtudy'd in old Pedigree ; 
He wou d fit a whole Evening, and not without Rapture, 
Tell who begot whom, to the end of the Chapter. 


3- 
In forming his Tables, nought griey'd him, but ſolely, 
That the Man died Cælebs, or elſe fine Prole : 
Ar laſt having trac'd others Families down, 


He began to have 2 of increaſing his own. 


A Darnſel he choſe, 1 too ſlow of belief, 
And fain wou'd be deem'd her Admirer in chief: 
He bazon d his Suit, and the ſum of his Tale 
Was His Field and her Field, join'd party per Pale. 


I 
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IN different ſtile, to tye faſter the Nooſe, 
He next would attack her in ſoft Billet dou :x 
His Argent and Sable were laid aſide quite; | 
Plain Exgliſh he wrote, and in plain black and — 

6. 
AGAINST ſuch Atchievements what Beauty could 
| fence ? b 

Or who would have thought it was all but pretence ? 
His Pain to relieve, and fulfil his Deſire, 
The Lady agreed to join Hands with the *Squire. 


=. 

Tux Squire in a fret, that the jeſt went ſo far, 
Conſider d, with ſpeed, how to put in a Barr: | 
His Word bound not him, ſince hers did not confine her; 
And that is plain Law, becauſe Miſs is a Minor. 

Ap * 

Miss briskly reply'd, that the Law was too hard, 

If ſhe who is a Minor, may not be a W—. 
In Law then confiding, ſhe took it upon her, 
By Juſtice ro mend theſe foul Breaches of Honour. 


9- 
SHE handled him fo, that few would (I warrant,) © 
Have been in his Coat, on ſo ſleeveleſs an Errand. 
She made him give Bond for ſtamp'd Argent and Or, 
And ſabled his Shield, with Gules blaxon d before. 
Io. 


Y x Heralds, produce, from the time of the Normans, 


In all your Records, ſuch a baſe Non- performance: 
Or if without inſtance the Caſe is we touch on; 
Let this be ſet down as a Blot in his Scuteheon. 


Fe FA 


* 


E 
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Upon NOTHING. 


I. 
OTHING, thou elder Brother even to Shade; 
Thou had'ſt a Being e er the World was made, 
And (well fix d) art alone of ending not afraid. 
2. 


E's R Time and Place were — Time and Place were 


not, 
When Primitive NoTHING Something ſtrait begot, 
Then all proceeded from the great united WHA T. 


F 3. 
SOMETHING, the general Attribute of all, 
Sever'd from thee, its ſole Original, 
Into thy boundleſs Self muſt undiſtinguiſh'd fall. 


4. 
VE T Something did thy mighty Power command, 
And from thy fruitful Emptineſs's Hand 
Snatch'd Birds, Beaſts, Men, Fire, Air and Land. 


5. | 
MATTER, the wickedeſt Offspring of thy Race, 
By Form aſſiſted, flew from thy Embrace, 
And rebel Light obſcur'd thy rev'rend, dusky Face. 
6 


W 1TH Form and Matter, Time and Place did join, 


Body, thy Foe, with theſe did Leagues combine, 
To ſpoil thy peaceful Realm, and ruin all thy Line. 
H 


NO COS 
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7. 
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7. 
Bu r Turncoat Time aſſiſts the Foe in vain, 
And, brib'd by thee, aſfiſts thy ſhort-livd Reign, 


And to thy Hungry Womb drives back thy Slayes 


a , 
THro' Myſteries are barr'd from Laick Eyes, 

And the Divine alone with Warrant pries 

Into thy Boſom, where the Truth in private lies; 


9. 
Ver thisof thee the Wiſe may truly ſay, 
Thou from the Virtuous, nothing tak'ft away ; 
And to be Part of thee, the Wicked wiſely ay 
10. 
GREAT Negetine, how vainly wou'd 10 Wiſe 
Enquire, define, diſtinguiſh, teach, deviſe, 
Did'ſ thou not ftand to point their dull 1 
. . 
160 or is not, the two great Ends of Fate, 
And True or Falſe, the Subjects of Debate, 
That perfect or deſtroy the vaſt Deſigus of Fate. 
8 
WHEN they have rackd the Politician's Breaſt, 
Within thy Boſorn moſt ſecurely reſt ; 


And when reduc'd to thee at leaſt unſafe, and bleft. 


13. | 
Bur, Nothing, why does Something ſtili permit 
That Sacred Monarchs ſhou'd at Council fit, | 


With Perſons highly thought, az beſt, for Nothing fit ? 


14. 
WHILsT weighty Something modeſtly abſtains 
From Princes Coffers, and from States-mens Brains, 
And Nothing there, like ſtately Nothing reigns. 


15. 


22 
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15. | 
NoTHING, who dwell'ſt with Fools, in grave 
Diſguiſe, 
For whom the Reverend, Shapes and Forms ane. 


Lawn Sleeves, and Furs, and Gowns, when they, like 
thee, look wiſe. 
16. | 
FRENCH Truth, Dutch Proweſi, Britiſh Policy, 
Hibernian Learning, Scotch Civility, 
Spaniards Diſpatch, German Wit, are mainly ſeen in 
thee. 


17 
TAE Great Man's Gratitude to his beſt Friend, 
Kings Promiſes, Whores Vows, towards thee bend, 
Flow ſwiftly into Thee, and in Thee ever end. 


Verſes upon a Miſtake that happened in 
adminiſtring a Clyſter to a Lady at 
Windſor. 
| Tune of Hey- derry- down. 


I. 
OU Fair, who play Tricks to be fairer, draw near» 
As a Warning to tamper no more you ſhall hear, 
What a prank of this kind had one like to have coſt, 
And the beſt in all Chriſtendom had like to have loſt. 


H 2 2. 


( 52) 


2. 
ALL know what is good to aſſiſt the Digeſtion, 
To clear Poets Brains, and a Lady's Complexion ; 


To name it out-right, Tve been told tis not clean, 


And none are ſo dull not to know what I mean. 


3. 
A Nymph who ne er yet work d in Hymen's ſoft Yoke, 
To heighten her Charms, once this Med' cine beſpoke , 
She's Chaſte, as ſhe's Fair, and a Virgin of Honour, 
Who lawfully wiſhes to take Man upon her. 


4. 
NoN k hold it abſurd, that to brighten her Face, 
She ſhould think of applying a Waſh to her A—e; 
If a fair Flower droops, to enliven the Shoot, 
You touch not the Top, but you water the Root. 


| 5. 

TE Things were all ready, the Nymph on her Bed, 
Her B—m lay exalted, and low lay her Head; 

Her Coats o'er her Neck were conveniently thrown, 
And I wou'd, but I dare not; tell all that was ſhown. 
6. 

Tur Maid now approaches to begin Operation, 
No Monarch, I ween, but might covet the Station ; 
Laud ! what are you fumbling? ſhe cry'd, Betty come, 
If you follow your Noſe, can you miſs of my B--m? 


7. | 
W 1TH your Hand try the Heat, tho' before you begin, 
And for Gs ſake take care to greaſe well the Machine; 
For your Thing is ſo ſtiff, and my Hole is ſo ſmall, 
If you enter too roughly, I ſurely ſhall ſquaul. 
8 


NEVER doubt of my Caution, poor Betty reply d, 
But lend your Hand, my dear Miſs, and that ſhall be my 
Guide; | 

Miſs 


(i98;) 


Mig lent her her Hand, and Miſs gave her her Cue, 
But her Buſineſs, alas! Berty's Thing wou d not do. 


| 9. 

Ir was thruſt i in as far as*twou'd go, but in vain, 
Miſs cry'd, I feel nothing good Betty, but Pain; 

And ſuch Pain, that not more I believe twould have coſt, 
Were a Man at next Door, and my Maiden-head lo ſt 
„ 

PERHATs my B- m's like the old Woman's at York, 
But if this be the Caſe, prithee pull out the Cork; 
That without, as I feel it all warm to my Skin, 
I may feel the Injection as warm too within. 


11. 
TRE Cork, Madam, 's out, and nothing will come: 
If fo, the Nymph cry'd, pray relieve my poor B—m; 
For, believe me, the Torment I ſuffer is ſuch, 
For a naſty dry Bob, tis a great deal too much. 
12. 
LE T us open the Bladder — the Devil, what's here? 
I ſmell Vinegar ſure— Is this, Berry, your care? 
Pray ſee all the Liquor is turn'd to a Curd, 
Tis no wonder your Clyſter don't prove worth a T—d. 


13. 
H o w the old Proverb lyes, that ſays, jy Luck 
good | 
Had I taken the Medicine, t had ſurely fetch'd Blood; 
Nay, ſo ſharp is it's Nature, if once that come there, 
4 believe it had flea d me all around to a Hair. 
14 
WHEN Danger was near, one thank's G for tha 
Scape, 
I could not ha been gladder had it been from a Rape. 
Then Tl try no more Tricks, but let Nature prevail, 
For it ſhan't be a Maid that pokes next in my 'T—1. 
| | 15. 
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15. 
So ſhe dreſt, and away to the Circle at Ct, 


The Brighteſt of all, where the Brighteſt reſort; 
Nor wanted to borrow Aſſiſtance from Art, 
To delight every Eye, and attack every Heart. 


Lord H—ry---y, To Mr. F---x. Written 
at Florence, in Imitation of Horacc. 
Ode the 6th, Book II. 


Septime Gades aditure Mecum. 


Tuo deareſt Youth, who taught me firſt to 
| know, 

What Pleaſures from a real Friendſhip flow ; 

Where neither Intereſt nor Deſign have part, 

But all the Warmth is Native of the Heart: 

Thou know'ſt to comfort, ſooth, or entertain 

Joy of my Health, and Cordial to my Pain. 


WHEN Life ſeem d failing on her lateſt Stage, 
And fell Diſeaſe anticipated Age: 
When waſting Sickneſs and afflictive Pain 
By Eſculapivs' Sons oppoſed in vain, 
Forc'd me reluctant deſperate to explore 
A warmer Sun, and ſeek a milder Shore ; 


Thy 
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Thy ſteady Love with unexampled Truth, 
Forſook each gay Companion of thy Youth, 
Whateer the Proſperous, or the Great employs, 
Buſineſs, and Intereſt, and Love's ſofter Joys ; 
The weary Steps of Miſery to attend, 
To ſhare Diſtreſs, and make a Wretch thy Friend. 
If o'er the Mountain's ſnowy Height we ſtray, 

Where Carthage firſt explor'd the vent rous Way; 
Or through the tainted Air of Rome's parch'd Plains, 
Where Want reſides, and Superſtition reigns; 7 
Chearful and unrepining ſtill you bear 
Each dangerous Rigour of the various Year. 
And kindly anxious for thy Friend alone, 
Lament his Sufferings, and forget their own. 
Oh ! would kind Heavens, theſe tedious Sufferings paſt, 
Permit me Ickworth, Reſt and Health at laſt ; 
In that loy'd Shade, my Youth's delightful Seat, 
My early Pleaſure, and my late Retreat ; 
Where hviſh Nature's favourite Bleffings flow, 
And all the Seaſons, all their Sweets beſtow ; 
There might I trifle careleſly away | 
The milder Evening of Life's clouded Day : 
From Buſineſs and the World's Intruſion free, 
With Books, with Love, with Beauty and with Thee ; 
No farther Want, no Wiſh yet unpoſſeſgd, 
Cou'd Cer diſturb this unambitious Breaſt. 
Let thoſe who Fortune's ſhining Gifts implore, 
Who ſue for Glory, Splendour, Wealth or Power ; 
View this inaCtive State with ſcornful Eyes, 
And Pleaſures, they can never taſte, deſpiſe: 
Let them ſtill court that Goddeſs? falſer Joys, 


Who whilſt ſhe grants their Prayer, their Peace de- 
ſtroys. 


656) 
I envy not the firmeſt of the Great, 
Not W——#'s Self, directing Europe's State; 
Still let him load Ambition's thorny Shrine, 
Fame be his Portion, and Contentment mine. 
But if the Gods ſiniſter ſtill deny 
To live in Ickworth, let me there but die: 
Thy Hand to cloſe my Eyes in Death's long Night, 
Thy Image to attract their lateſt Sight ; 
Then to the Grave attend thy Poet's Hearſe, 
And love his Memory, as you lov'd his Verſe. 
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EPITAPH on JOSEPH HARE, 4 Sexton. 


— 


I. 
ERE lies old Hare, 
Worn out with Care, 
Who whilom toll d the Bell, 
Could dig a Grave, 
Or ſet a Stave, 
And ſay Amen full well. 
2. 
Fo Sacred Song, 
Head HorkINs' Tongue, 
And STERNHOLD's eke alſo; 
With Cough and Hem, 
He ſtood by them, 
As far's his Word would go. 
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FULL many a Feaſt, ; 
For Worms he dreſi d. 
Himſelf yet wanted Bread ; 
But he is gone, 

With Skin and Bone, 
To ftarve em now he's Dead. 


HERE take his Spade, 0 
And uſe his Trade, 

Now he is out of Breath; 

Cover the Bones | f 

Of him, who once f 

_ Wrought Journey-work for Pn ern. op | 
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ODE Ca the BIx rn Dar, OR. zo. 1736. 


RECITITAr rvo. ; 
F old the Bards, their Countries to adorn, 
Soar d far from the Pierian Grove: 4 
And ſtill began their Songs from Jove: | | 
No mighty Hero then was born, _ 
But they could trace "FD 
From Heaven his Race, | 1 
And tell what Wonders fign'd. the happy Morn. | 
AIR. 
| in a Cave, or on a Mountain, 
Near a fam'd Flood, or cryſtal Fountain, 
Supinely lull'd in am rous Courting, 
Intriguing Deities lay ſporting : 
From human, with divine Embraces, 
Sprung all thoſe fabled glorious Races. 
hi I __ Rxata 


( 58) 
RECTTATIVo. 


WII E ſoothing Poets ſound, in lofty Odes, 


Their deathleſs Heroes, and their Earthly Gods, 
No Fiction the great Line of Brunſwick needs, 

But ſhines, tho* Mortal, with Immortal Deeds: 
Brunſwick was born (let true Hiſtorians write) 

For the World's Freedom, and. Mankind's ** 


AIR. 
HAP, Happy, without meaſure, 


Albion, round thee circles Pleaſure: 

Spicy Stores both Indies ſend thee ! 

Peace and Plenteous Crops attend Thee ; 

Loſt are Names of Whig and Tory, 

All to bleſs is BranſwicF's Glory. 
RECITAT Ivo. 

HI H on the Throne is ſeen 


Fair CaROLINA, lovely Queen! 


Cloſe by her Side, 
In Beauty's Pride, 


Princes and Princeſſes appear 


As new- born Luminaries riſe 
Amid the wondring Skies, 


Jo dart they Rays, and gild the Britiſh Sphere. 


AIR. 
Hail, thou celebrated Race! 
Sweetly awful ſmiles each Face, 
Heav'nly Forms with Heay'nly Grace: 
O! may long ſuch Beauties bloom, 
Years on Yearsno Charm conſume, 
And far diſtant be the Tomb. 


CHO Rs. 


Ye tuneful Sons of Art, now ſing 


In an united Choir, 


The great Auguſtus, Albion's King 85 


And Joys around inſpire. 


From 
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From him let Monarchs yet unborn receive 


A Pattern how to reign, and how to live. 
From him let Monarchs, &c. 


The Duck 3 in Sa 7 the 
Gooſe Triumphant. A POEM. 


HEN Juno, Pallas, and the Cyprian Queen, 
Beheld the bright CAR LINA's portly Mien 
How chaſte ſhe look d! how innocent! how fair 
With God-like Preſence ! and Majeſtick Air! 
Each Goddeſs claim'd the Prize. Then Venus ſaid, 
Why do ye, Deities, my Right invade ? 

SAYs Juno, glowing with Celeſtial Ire, 5 


Am I not Regent of the Heavnly Choir, 
Then who dares claim what I ſo much deſire? 
If princely Birth takes place, and a long Line 
Of glorious Anceſtors, ſhe then is mine. 
To whom Tve alfo giv'n a num'rous Race 
Of Princes, who the nuptial Bed do grace: 
This (fays the Wife of Jupiter) I've done, 
To honour and ſupport the Britiſh Throne. 

PALL as reply'd, I muſt confeſs your Plea 
Is very good; yet give me leave to ſay, 
Tho' noble Birth be yours, you gave not Vit; 
Had you done that, then Pallas wou'd ſubmit : 
But as that Gift was mine, with which is found' 
A piercing Judgment, ſolid and profound; 
To quit my Claim, my want of Senſe wou'd ſhew, 
Which I alone, on whom I love, beſtow. 
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To me, ſays Venn; pou i give way, | 
Her Beauty bears an vhiverſal Sway: | 
Twas that, that once gave me the Golden Prize, 
When Paris did your boaſted Bribes deſpiſe. 

Ju x o thus anſwer'd: For an idle Toy; 

We ſtood the Judgment of 8 beatdleſ Boy; 

A Boy, who prov'd boch Partial and Usus X 
Arid acrific'd his Reaſon to his Luft. ok 
Twas that made Priam's Son with thee comply, 
But here's a Kuot no Mortal can untie. 

Since then the Task ſo difficult does prove, 

Let us, by joint Conſent, appeal to Jove. 

To this they did agree; to Fove they went, 
And Funo thus their Caſe did repreſent. 

O Jupiter] thou Sov reign Fudge of All, 
Behold three Deities before you fall : 

Then ſay, great Ruler, who can ſt do no Wrong, 
To whom the bright Car'LIiNA does belong? 

*Fis an ineſtimable Prize we claim, 

For ſure you've heard, &er now, her Glorjous Name. 

RISE, Goddeſſes, ſays Fove ; and ſince to me 
You willingly ſubmit, your Judge TI be. 

A Task ſo great is fit for me alone, 


For me, who rule the Gods, and fill the Heay'nly Throne. 


TE Noble Stem, from whence CARLINA fprings, 
{Who ſhall to Britain give a Race of Kings] 
Is Fund's; but her Wit from Pallas flows, 
Which with a ſolid Judgment ſhe beſtows: 
Her Air, her Men, and every blooming Grace, 
That ſmiling plays, and does adorn her Face, 
From Venus come; that each may claim a ſhare, 
But all the mighty Weight, what God can bear, 
Except the King of Gods, who guides the Royal Fair? y 


Ceaſe 


p anti. 
—— 
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Ceaſe then your vain Pretenſions, jade me; 


And liften to my firm, my ſix d Decree: 
HR bright Perfecto, ſhaw that She's Divine; 


Worthy of Ju done, and 8 


W ee 


A BALLAD, by 4 LADY. 


REY 5&2 
E Knights of Le Mancha, whoſe powerful Sword 
No fair injur d Damſels in vain yet implor'd; 
Attend to the Tale of us Nymphs in diſtreſs, 
Secure of our Love, if our Wrongs you redreſs. 

Derry down. 
2. 


As late on the Plains of famous Dunſmore, 
Of Lords, Knights and Squires a numerous ſtore, 
Bites, Jockies and Parſons aſſembled amain, 
And Belles in gilt Chariots adorn'd all the Plain, &c. 


3. 
TazgRE rural Fox-hunters in plenty were ſeen, 

Smart Cocks, and plate Buttons and Doublets of Green; 

And while at our Coaches they ogle and loll, 

They tickle our Fancies _ thoughts of a Ball c. 


Bur now friendly Shades introduce the kind Night, 
And the dear precious Hours to Pleaſure invite; 
When we from the Beaux hop'd the Devil and all, 
Tho? loaded with Power, they give us no Ball, &c. 

To 


— 


('62 ) 


To the Bear they jours, where they dame. 
job, | 
They toaſted our Healths, but with a dry Bobz _  / 
His Soul with French Claret each Hero did ſwill, 
And while the Cups mov'd, the Bell it ſtood ſtill. 
- Farr Cave's and bright SyUcKBURGH with Lover's 
PRO Oo LION» I NESS BE 
Muſt all to the Charms of a Bumper ſubmit; 
Oh! who will believe it, when Fame ſhall aver, 
That C——N did. Bacchus to Venus prefer, &c.. 
7. 

Br why with the reſt, truſty Cay, did you fail, 
Who neer on the Ladies was known'to:turn Tail; 
I fear ſome: Field Nymph did our Pleaſures: foreſtal, ; 
And diſabled our Spark that Right for a2, Cc. 

8. 

PER Has a ſtrange Truth we may fo toadvance; 
That PRE now firſt baulled the Nymphs of a Dance; | 
But no wonder we ſigh unregarded by all, zT 
Since e en our own Member affords us no Ball, G. ? 


9. | 
d{ % Nobles and Commons, near Donna wide. 
Plain, 
Who of the- bad Times and bad Tenants complan 
By ſympathy. mov'd with our Wiſhes corply, * n 
Who 8 Farms, unoccupy'd lie. A 


10. > 
B vr Rill 1 we - have hope, and the Muſe dur dle 
This Soimet, inſpires prophetical Flight 
That Times will improve, and next Race yield a . 


And Nymaphs and high Taxes together ſhall fl, 
FINIS. | 


